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A SHOT rang out, neai 
boys in the bunkhouse 
could hear it plainly. 

"Hear that?" exclaimed Slir 
Deadly Diggs is messed up 
ing?" 



SPOOKY SHOT 



By Walter Farmer 



enough so the 
n the Double J 



"Do you reckon 
n another kill- 




off, 



"No, that wasn't Deadly Diggs' gun going 
asserted Red Top Ray. "That was our 
Baldy. shooting a turkey buzzard, 



in it was, 
sound the 



s need washing 
old Baldy with 



friend, 

more'n likely." 

"Pooh! You can't tell whose | 
just by hearing it. All Colt .45': 
same!" 

"If you think that, you: 
out, Slim! Looky! Here cc 
his turkey buzzard now!' 

Baldy rode up and di 
bunkhouse door. He wiped his persp: 
head and said, "Boys, the spooks must be 
going to have a square dance tonight. I just 
came riding by the old Silver Dollar Hotel 
in Ghost Town— and I didn't ride too close 
by, you may be sure of that. Well sir, there 
was the mournfullest wailing coming out of 
that hotel. Sounded like a fiddle with acute 
appendix-itis. And there was a queer blue 
light flickering in an upstairs window. I'm 
telling you. you couldn't pay me to go near 
that place after nightfall!" 

"Humph. I thought you claimed to be a 
brave man," sneered Red Top Ray. 

"I'm not afraid of man or beast and I can 
lick the hombre who says I am," growled 
Baldy. "But spooks, they're different. They 
ain't human !" 

Red Top Ray scoffed. "There's no such thing 

"Is that so? Well I don't see you in such an 
all fired tizzy to spend a night in Ghost Town." 

"I've got better things to do, such as trying 
to track down Deadly Diggs and his gang be- 



fore they do any more mischief." 

"Bah, that's a job for the sheriff," declared 
Baldy. "You're just trying to change the sub- 
ject. You're as much scared to spend a night 
in Ghost Town as I am." 
"I'm not scared of spooks." 
"Well, I dare you to spend the night there!" 
Red Top protested against what he called 
"such foolishness" but, led by Baldy. the 
other cowboys began to heckle him and taunt 
him. Finally, he agreed to the dare. He would 
spend the night alone in the old Silver Dollar 
Hotel in Ghost Town. 

The old hotel really looked as if it might be 
haunted. Years ago it had been abandoned 
when the silver veins petered out and all the 
people who had once made up a rough, bustl- 
ing community moved away. Now the build- 
ing was rickety and paintless. Window panes 
were shattered, dust was thick on the creaky 
old floors and cobwebs hung festooned from 
the ceilings and the old chandeliers. 

None of which bothered Red Top. He lit a 
candle and entered the old building, carrying 
his bedroll. From a distance, just at the edge 
of town, Baldy, Slim and the others watched. 

"He's really got spunk!" Baldy admitted 
grudgingly. "I wonder if he'll really stay in 
there all night." 

Slim chuckled as he thought of something. 
"Let's play a joke on him, boys. When it gets 
a mite darker we can sneak up close to the 
hotel and pretend we are ghosts. We'll make 
spooky noises and all such and scare him out 
of there so fast he won't stop 'till he jumps 
across the Rio!" 

Baldy was dubious about getting that close 
to the haunted hotel, but the other boys were 
all in favor of Slim's idea. Two of them took 
(Continued on inside back cover) 
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L0UH JmiDAY 

flood op lawless 
currency deluged 
the prairie states 
—and all business 
came to an abrupt 
standstill: woman 

dared to accept 
printed 1 money im 
payment, for peak 
it might be counter- 
feit.' banks closed 
their doors.' stores 
barred their win- 
dows,' stagecoaches 
and trains ceased 
running into this 
paralyzed region 

ROPE MONTE -HALE, 

DETERMINED TO SEEK 
OUT THE COUNTER- 
FEITERS ---AND 
GIVE THEM A LONG 
VACATION PROM 
THEIR PRINTING- / 
LABORS- IN JAIL. 
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IN A STATE CAPITOL BUILDING, , X RIGHT. 
THREE GOVERNORS MEET GRIMLY- I AND THE 

. ■ — — — ' COUNTER' 

MEN, OUR PROBLEM IS ON THE 
TABLE BEFORE YOU .' HUNDREDS 
OF THOUSANDS OP DOLLARS OP 
COUNTERFEIT CURRENCY HAVE 
BEEN PASSED IN OUR STATES 
THE PAST FEW WEEKS. ' 




THE GOVERNORS ACCEPT MONTE 
HALE'S ADVICE/ A CAREFUL WATCH 
IS KEPT, AND SOON 



HERE'S WHAT WE'VE 
FOUND.' NEW SUPPLIES \ 
OF COUNTERFEIT BILLS ] 
HAVE BEEN PASSED 

AROUND CALHOUNDg 




I VE SOT A HUNCH/ EVIDENT- 
LY, SINCE. THE COUNTERFEIT- 
ERS ARE DUPLICATING 
LOCAL CURRENCIES, THEY'RE 
CARRYING THEIR PRESSES 
WITH THEM IN A WAGON/ 
WHICH MEANS WE'VE GOT TO 
WATCH FOR, 



BECAUSE PRINTING 
PRESSES MUST BE 
VERY HEAvy.'THEyiL 
WEIGH THE WAGON 
DOWN SO THAT IT'LL 
CUT DEEP RUTS IN 
THE ABOUND; TELL 
YOUR SHERIFFS 
AND MARSHALS TO 
WATCH FOR THESE 
TRACKS- -AND WE'LL 
SOON LOCATE THE 
OWLHOOTS / 
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HA, HA/ I RECKON YUH YOi, I SEE/ WELL, 
PON'T SAVW OUK KINP *\rM GLAP TO KNOW. 
|OF TALK/ HANDLE MEANS J M3U / MV" HAN PL E 
■ My NAME/ rr»*-«-r-r^r IS COLONEL CORN f 




rM POWERFUL (SLAP TO MAKE ^1 THOUGHT 1 
yORE ACQUAINTANCE, COLON EL /J 
' WHAT CAN I FER YUH ?- 
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MomI» Hals sweets tuiik 
tVia Texas ranchers / 

there -'this false newspaper 
kb port we had printed is bound 
to make bull Mors an and spider 
wnn suspicious op each other ' 
now weve sot to widen the 

RIFT ' 
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(Continued from inside front cover) 

a hurried ride back to the Double J bunkhouse 

to get some sheets. 

When it was fully dark, Slim lid the other* 
stealthily up to the rear of the old hotel. The 
men were wearing the sheets as ghostly robes. 
They were within three feet of the back door 
as Slim whispered, "Now when we get up close 
enough, we'll all let out some hideous howls. 
Not loud, but mournful like— like a spirit 
that's in great sorrow." 

The men howled all right, but not like that. 
For as they took another step forward, a flick- 
ering blue light appeared in the window. And 
a distressing cry came from within the house. 
And a dragging chain clanked across one of 
the upstairs floors. And Slim and Baldy and 
the rest of the "ghost committee" from the 
Double J took off so fast they outran several 
jack rabbits. 

Inside the hotel. Red Top had dusted off a 
section of the old mahogany bar and laid out 
his bedroll there. Then he snuffed out the 
candle and was just beginning to doze when 
he heard the weird, distressing cry. He opened 
his eyes but did not move. He saw the flicker- 
ing, bluish light moving in front of the win- 
dows. He heard the chain clanking across the 
floor above. 

He could see a moving, shadowy figure, but 
couldn't make out whether or not it was a 
man. A voice echoed hollowly from somewhere 
in the darkness. It was muffled, but he could 
make out the words : 

"I am the dead spirit of Jesse James, risen 
from the grave to walk in silence through the 
black of night. I cannot rest until I get my 
revenge . . . revenge . . . revenge . . ." 

With the last words, three shots were fired 

"Yiii! It is a ghost!" yelled Red Top Ray. 
He sprang to the floor and raced out the front 
door, leaving his candle and bedroll behind. 
Without looking back, he ran to where he 



had left his horse and made a flying leap for 
the saddle. He soon overtook the running 
Double J cowboys and kept on pounding 
leather, heading for town. 

"Lookit him go!" exclaimed Baldy. "He 
claimed to be so all-fired brave about ghosts 
and yet he's lighting out of here faster than 

"Can't say I blame him," said Slim. "After 
all. he was right inside with them haunts. No 
telling what he saw!" 

It was a couple of hours later when Red 
Top Ray showed up at the bunkhouse. None 
of the men were sleeping. They were still 
chattering about the ghosts. Grinning, Ray 
said, "Well, I thought you boys might like 
a report on your spooks before I go back to 
the hotel." 

"Go back? You mean you dare to go back 
after they scared you out of your wits?" 

"They didn't scare me. I only pretended to 
be scared," said Red Top. "That was so I 
could make my getaway and go after the 
sheriff." 

"The sheriff? You mean you sent the sheriff 
on a ghost chase?" 

^^HERIFF was mighty glad to get them. 

^ You see, that hotel was the hide-out of 
Deadly Diggs and his outfit. I didn't know 
how many of them were there because I 
couldn't see anybody, so that's why I got the 
sheriff and his deputies to surround the place. 
They were playing ghost to keep folks from 
snooping around their headquarters." 

"But if you couldn't see him, how'd you 
know it was Diggs?" asked Slim. 

"That was easy. You remember I was riding 
the stage that time when Diggs shot the driver 
and guard. I heard his gun then. And I recog- 
nized it when he fired some shots to scare me 
tonight!" 

THE END 
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